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10 
THE RIGHT HONORABLE 
AND RIGHT REVEREND FATHER 


IN GOD, IOHN LORD BISHOP 
OF. LINCOLNE AND DEANE 


os WasSTMINKSTE Kk 


MY LORD, 

K>, 5 PX” Might well feare, leaſt theſe 
"OXY! [WA rude and unpoliſbt lines, 
Cor Ws | ſhowld offend your Honourable 
LIEN bt A ſurvey; but that I hope your 
„le 


al Noblenefſe will rather ſmile 
= t the faults committed by | 
Child, then cenſure them, Honſoever I de- 
fire your Lordſhips pardon, for preſenting 
things ſo unnorthy to your view. and to accept the 
good will of him, io in all dutie is bound to be 


Your Lord(Kips 


moſt humble ſervant, 


4 3 Abraham Conley, 


- 
* 


eee seeed sse 
1 
To the Reader. 


» Ears (1 know not yet whether 
Gentle or no) Some, I know. 
have beene angrie (1 dare got 
aſſume the honour of their envie) 
mat my Pocticall boldnes , and bla- 
NAG med in mine, what commends o- 
ther fruits, earlines : others, who are either of a 
weake faith, or ſtrong malice , have thought mee 
like a Pipe, which never ſounds bur when tis 
blowed in, and read me, not as Abraham Cowley , 
but e Authorem ing hu: to the firſt I anſwer 
chat it is an envious froſt which nippes the Bloſ- 
iomes, becauſe they appeare quickly: to the latter, 
that hee is the worſt homicide who ſtrives to mur- 
ther anothers fa e; toboch, that it is a ridiculous 
tolhie to condemne or laugh at the Rarres, becauſe 
the Moone and Sunne ſhine brighter. The ſmall 
fte I have is rather blowne then extinguiſhed by 
chi wind. For the itch of Pochie by being ange- 
red encreaſeth, by rubbing, ſpreads farther; which 
ao p cares in chat I have ventured upon this ſecond 

Edition. 


—— — — — — 


he Eid 


. XY BD ws 


- x 


| To the Reader. 
Edition. What though it bee negleRed? It is not, 
I am ſure, the firſt booke , which hath lighted To- 
bacco,or been employed by Cooks,and Groacers, 
IF in all mens judgements it ſuffer ſhipwracke , it 
ſhall ſomething content mee, that it hath pleaſed 
My ſelfe and the Bookſeller, In it you ſhall finde 


one a (and I hope 1 ſhall neede no more) 
ro e unbelievers : which is, that as mine ages 
and conſc ly experience ( which is yet but 


litt le) encreaſed , ſo they have not left m 
Poeſie ing behind them. 1 ſhould not bee 
angrig to ice any one burne my Pyramws , and 
Thube , nay I would doe it my ſelfe, but that l 
hope a pardon may eaſily bee gotten for che et- 
rors of ten yeeres age, My Conſt ant ia and P hile- 
tw confeſleth mee two yeeres older when I ywrir 
it. Thereſt were made — upon ſeverall occa- 
fions, and perhaps doe not belie the time of their 
birth. Such as they are, they were created by, 
mee , but their fate lies in your hands, it ĩs onely 
u, can effect, chat neither the Booke- ſeller re- 
pent himſelfe of his charge imprinting them, nor 


I of my labour in compoling them. Farewell, 


A. C. 


To his deare Friend and fellow Abra- 
| ham Cowley , on his flouriſhing and 
- hopefull Brossouxs. 


N Ature we ſay decayes, becauſe our Age 

Ji worſe then were the Times of eld: T be Stage 

And Hiſtoties the former times declare : 

In theſe our latter Dayts what defect are 

Experience teacheth, N bat then ?. Shall we blame 

Nature for this ? Not ſo ; let a decline 

Rather againſt our Selves : "tis wet Devay, 

Net Shee : Shee is the ſame every Way 

She was at firſt. CovvLtyY, thow prov Ft this truth, 

Could ever former Age brag of a Youth + * © 

So forward at theſe yeares? Could Nas o write 

Thus young ſuch wittie poems? Ty ITL 1's mite 

Of Eloquence, at this Age was wot ſcene. 

Nor yet was CAT O's Flee, a Thirteene 

So great as thine, Suppoſe it were ſo; yet 

HeC1ic Ros Eloquence , TVLLY the Wit 

Of Ovid wanted: Ot o too came furre 

In Judgement behind Ca r o. Therefore are 

None of all equal unto Thee, ſo pretty , 

So Eloquent, ſudic ious, and Witty, 

Let the world's ſþrimg time but produce and ſhow 

Such Bloſſomes as thy Writings are, and know, 
Then (not till then) ſhall my opinion be 

Tb ut i Nature faith, and not wee. 


Brx, MASTERS. 


| + he LY + +$ + 4 
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*- 


To his Friend and Schoole-fellow Annan 
Covy tsv, en Ms Pocticall 


BrOSSOMES. 


Any, when Yourhs of tender Age they ſee 
Expreſſing Caro, in their Gravity » 
Iudgement; und WR, will oftentimes reports, 
T bey thinke their thread of Life exceeding ſbort« 
But my opinion is not ſo of The, 
For thou ſhalt live, 13 4 Hoſterity. 
Theſe gifts will never ler thee dye , for Death 
Can not bereave thee of thy fame, thaug h breath. 
Let ſnarling Criticks ſpend their brames to find 
A fault, though there be nne; I hu is my mind; 
Let bins that carpet h wit h his vipers Tongue, 
Thinke with bimfelfe-what be could doe as young. 
But if thy Springing Bloſſomes, thus rare bes 
What ripen'd Eruit ſhalt we bereaft er ſer : 


Ror Map, 
Condiſci puluu. 


— — 


—— — — 
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To the Reader. 


J. 


| (all'd the burkin'd Mnſe MELPOMENE, 
Aud told her what ſad Story I would write , 
Shee we pt at he ſuch a Trapedie : 

T hong h wont in mournefull Dittves te _ 


If rhou diſlike theſe ſorrow full lines ; know 
AMy Muſe with teartsynot with Conceits did flows 
II. | 


And as ſhee my unabler quill did guide, 
Her briny teares did on the paper fall 
If then unequall number: bee efpied , 
Ob Reader doe not that my error call, 
Bat thinke her teares defac't it, and blame then 


ey Muſes grieſe, and not wy miſſing Pen. 


Abraham Cowley. 


1— mmm wehen 
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CONSTANTIA 


AND 


PHILETVS. 


— — — —— 


— — 


Is 
A Sing two conſtant Lovers various fate, 


'(@) The hopes, and feares which equally attend 
en Their loves ; Their rivals envie, Parenty hate; 
I fing their ſorrowtull life, and ttagicke end. 

Aſliſt me this ſad ſtory to rehearie 

You Gods, and be propitious to wy verſe, 


2. 


In Flerence, for her ſtately buildings fam'd, 
And lotty reofes that emulare the vkie ; 
There dwclr a lovely Mayd (anſtautia nam d, 
Renown'd, as mirror of all 115. 
Her laviſh nature did at fiſt adorne, 
With Palla ſoulc in He rea forme. 


. ixy— —m_—_— OO i WR  —_—_—_—_ - ——— 
_ — — — — — 


Conflantis and philerus, 


3. 


Expect not beauty then, fince the did part 
— ; 


4. 
Her hayre was brighter then the beames which are 
A Crowne to „ and her breath ſo ſweet, 
It did rranſcead Arebies odours farre, 
Or ch ſmelling Flowers, here with the Spring doth greer 
Approaching Summer , teeth like falling ſnow 
For white, were placed in a double row. 


5. 
Her wit excell d all praiſe , all admiration, 
And ſpeech was ſo attractive it might be 
A meanes to cauſe great Palla indignation , 
And raiſe an envie from that Deity, | 
The mayden Lillyes at her lovely ſight 
Wart pale with cnvic, and from thence grew white, 


6, 


She was in birth and Parentage 3s high 

As in her fortune great, or beauty rare , 

And to her vertuous mindes nobility 

The gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were; 
That in her ſpotleſſe Seule, and lovely Face 
Thou might have leene each Deity and grace, 


The 


_— Mm £6 VvQqaM2t _ 
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Conflantia and Philerm, 


7. 
The ſcornefull Boy Adonis viewing her 
Would Ven till deſpiſe , yet her deſire, 
Each who but law, was a Competitor 
And rivall, ſcorcht alike with c n. fire, 
The —— — Eyes did move, 
And light beholders on their way to Love. 


8, 


Amongſt her many Sutors a young Knight 
'Bove — — wich the 
Of her faire pteſence, prefleth moſt in ſight; 
Yer ſeldome his deſite can ſatiaſie 
Wich that bleſt object, or her rareneſle ſee ; 
For Beantics guard, a walchfull lealouſhe, 


9, 
Oft-rimes that he might ſee his Decreſi-fave, 
Vpon his ſtately lennet he in ii wn 
Rides by her houſe, who neighes, as if he were 
Proud to be view'd by bright conflania. 
But his poore Maſter though to ſee her move 
His joy, dares ſhow no looks betraying Love. 


IO, 


Soone as the morne peep'd from her roſie bedd 
And all Heavens ſmaller lights expulled were: 
She by her friends and neete ac rence led 
Like other Maids oft welk'cto rake the ayre 
Aurora bluſbt at ſuch a fight unknowne, 
To ſee thoſe cbeekes were teddet then her owne. TE 
.T 


* — — — 


Conſtantia and Philetm, © 


II, 


Th'obſequious Lover follows ſtill her traine 
And where they goe, that way his journey fein 
Should they turne backe, he would turne — PR 
For where his Love, his buſineſſe there remaines, f 
Nor is it ſtrange hee ſhould be loath to part 
From her, ſnce ſhee had ſtolne away his heart. 


12. 


Philetws hee was call d, ſprung from a race 

Ot Noble anceſtors ; Bur greedy Time 

And envious Fate had labour'd to deface 

The glory which in his great Stocke did fnine; 
Nn tate bur ſmall , to Fortune did decree , 
But Love being blind, hee that could never ſee. 


13. 
Yet hee by chance had hit his heart aright, 
And on ſenſlantia t eye his Arrow whet, 
Had blowne the Fire, that would deſtroy bim quite, 
vnleſſe his flames might l ke in ber beget: 
But yet he feares, becauſe he blinded u, 
Though he have ſhot him tight, her heart hee l miſſe. 


14. 
vnto Loves Alkar therefore hee repayres, 
And offers there a pleaſing Sacrifice , 
Intreating Cupid with inducing Prayers, 
Tolooke upon end eaſe his Miſerics: ; 

Where having wept, recovering breath againe, 
Thus to immoertall Love he did complaine : 


_ 


Conftaitia and Philerws, 


Yo 


15. 
0b Cupid ! thou, whoſe uncontrolled ſwey, 


Hath ft. times raid the Olympian Thunderer, 
hem all Celeſtial Deiues obey, 
Men and Gods both reverence and ſeare ! 
Ob force Conſtantias beart is peeld to Love, 
Of aſt thy # orkes, the Maſter- piece twill prove. 


— 16. 


And lei ne wat Aﬀetiion vaineiy ſpend, 

Fes hindie flomes in het, the thoſe in meg 

ret if that gift my Fortune dath tranſcend, 

Grant that ber charming Beauty I may ſee * 
And view thoſe Eyes which with ther rat / ing light 
Doe aneh give contentment to my ſight. 


17. 
T boſe who cante mme thy ſacred Deity, 
And mock thy power, let them thine arger iu, 
I fanltleſſe am, nor can't an benour be 
To wos nd your ſlave alone, and ſpare your Foe. 
Here tc ares and ſighs ſpeake his imperſect mone, 
In language farre mote dolorous than his owne. 


18, 


Home he retyt d, his Soule be brought not home, 
luſt like a Ship whilſt every mounting wave 
Toſt by enraged Boreas up and downe, 
Threatens the Mariner with a gaping grave; 
duch did his caſe, ſuch did his ſtare appeare 
Alike diſita ded betweene hope and teare, 


— 


Thia 


Conſtantia aud Philetws, 


19. 
Thinking her love he never ſhall obraine, 
One mor ne he goes to i Woods and doth complaine 
Of his unhappy Fate, but all in vaine, 
And thus fond Eahs, anſwers tim againe. 
So that it ſeemes Anu wept — ö 


For th verdant gratiewas dev d with many a teare. 
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THE EC CHO. 


1. 


O * | what bath cad my killing miſeries ? 
Eyes, Ecchaſaid, Woat hath deiain'd my ta{e ? 
gate; ſtraight the reſſanable Nympb replyes, 
That nothing can my u, mixde appeaſe : 

Peace, Eccho ame. What, i any nigh? 

Lua! H. a; uch ſue quickly utters,l, 


2. 


1/1 Eccho enſwers ? tell ne then thy will; 

IJ will, ſhe ſaid. What ſhall 1 get (quoth hac 
By dving fill ? to winch ſher anſwers, il. 
Tu? ſballi vojd of wiſul for ple iſurt che ? 

1; ſhall no: 1 who tojle in ceaſeleſſe paine, 
Come pleaſure uo ? no, ſbe replyei ageine. 


Tr. MW. as wo 


Con ſtantia and Philetwe. 


— - —— — 


3. 
Falſe andi , thos lyeft (quath bee 
The hf, he ſad, eee 
Tf 7 ſhou'd thee belec ue ; beleeve, ( ſaith ſbee) 
For why thy idle words wo weight, 
wegh it ( ſbe reple») ore will depart, 
To which, reſound! anſwers; pert. 


20. 


Then from the Woods with wounded heart he goes, 

Filling with Icgions of freſh thoughts his miade, 

He quarrels with bumſelfc becauſe his woes 

Spring from himſelie, yer can no medicine finde: 
Hee weepes to quench the fires that burn in hum. 
Bur tearet doe tall to th'carth, flames are within, 


21. 


No morning baniſht darkeneſſe, nor blacte night 
By her alternate courſe expuls'd the day. 
Which in Philetw by a conſtant rite 
Ar Cupids Altars did not weepe and pray; 
And yet had reaped nought for all his paine 
hut Care and Sorrow, that was all his gaine. 


22, 


But now atlaft the pitying God, o'recome 

By's conſtant votes and teares, fixt in her hearf 

A golden ſhafr, and ſhee is now become 

A (uppliant to Love that with like Dart | 

Hee'd wound Pbiletus, and doth now implore 

With teates, ayde tre- that power the ſcorn d * 
5 | 


— 


Conſtantia and Philetw, 


— 


23. 
Little ſhe thinkes ſhe kept hiletus heart 
In her ſcorcht breaſt, becaulc her owne ſhe gave 
To him. Since either ſuffers equall (marr, 
And alike meaſure in their torments have: 
His Soule, his gricte, his fires, now hers are growne : 
Her heart, her miade, her love is his alone. 


24. 

Whilſt thoughts gainſt thoughts riſe up in mutinie, 
She tooke a Lure (being tarre from any eate:) 

And tun'd this Song, poſing that harmony 

Which Poets wit attributes to the Spheares: 

Whoſe raviſhing Notes, if when her Love was flaine 
She had lung ; trom Sha t had cald him backe againe. 


Con ſtantia and Philetim. 


2888.95 54 
The Song. 


1. 

O whom ſhall I my Sorrowes ſho\v ? 
Not to Love, for be is blinde : 

nd my Philetus doth not know, 
The inward ſorrow of my minde. 
And all rhe ſenctleſſe walls which are 
Vow round about me, Cannot heare. 

2. 
5 * could, they ſure would Weepe, 
nd with my greefes relent : 
Unleſſe their willing teares they keepez 
Till ? from th earth am ſent. 
[ hen I belceve they'l all deplore 
Aly fate, fince I them taught before. 
| Willing! wen a my ſtore, 
7 If thr land would land thy Lowe, 
ty acare Pull rus on the ſheare 
Of my heart ; but ſhoulaFt thou prove 
feard of flemes, know the {ores are 
But bonfires for thy comming there, 
2 Then 


Lk. LES MAMA 


_—_— 


Conitantia and Philetw. 


25. 
Then teares in envie of het ſpeech did flow 
From ber faire eyes, as if n leem d that there, 
Her burning flawe had melted hulls of ſnow, 
And fo difioly'd them into man a teare 
Which Nile like, did quickly over flow, 
And cauſed ſoone new lerpent griefes to grow. 


16. 


Heere ſtay my Muſe, for if I ſhould recite, 
Her mournefull Language, I ſhould make you weepe 
Like her a floud, and ſo not ſee to write, 
Such lines as L and th'age requires, to keepe , 
Mee from ſterne death, or with victotious rime, 
Revenge their Maſters death, and conquer time. 


27. 
By this time, chance and his owne induſtry 
Had helpt Pbiletus forward, that he grew 
Acquainted with her Brother, ſo that be, . 
Mighe! by this meanes, his bright Conſtantia view: 
And as time ſerv d ſhew her his mileric ; 
And this was the fiſt Ac in' Tragedie. 


28. 


Thus to himſelſe ſooth d by his flattering tare , 
He ſaid ; How ſball 1 il unte thee for thus gaine, 
0 Curio, or reward my belpimg Fate, 
Which [weetens all my ſorrowes, al my paine ? 
VVhat Huiband mam would ny ſweet refuſe, 
To reape ai laſl ſuch frait, bis labours uſe ? 


— — — — —— — 


Conflantia and Philetw. 


29. 


—— ſtraight his doubrful) ſtate aright, 
mg his griefes hinkt like an endleſſe chaine 
© following woes, he could deſpaire delight 

ach his bor flames, and empty love didaine, 
But Curt Þ when his heart was ſer on fice, 
Had burnt his wings, and could not then tetyre. 


30. 
he wounded youth, and kinde Philocrates 
So was her Brother call'd ) grew ſoone lo deare, 
0 true, and conſtant, in their Amities, 
nd in that league ſo ſtrictly joyned were; 
That Death it ſelfe could not their friendhip ſever. 
But as they liv'd in love, they dyde together. 


31. 
If one be melancholy, the othe:'s ſad ; 
one be ſicke, the ether be is ill, 
nd if Philetus any ſorrow had, 
Philacrates was partner in it till 2 
Pylades ſoule and mad Oreftes was 
In theſe, if wee belee ve Pythagoras, 


32. 
Oſt in the Woods Philetws walkes, and there 
xclaimes agaiaſt his fate, fate too unkind, 
ith {peaking teares his griefes he doth declare, 

And with (ad ſighes teacheth the angie wind, 

To ſigh, and though it nere ſo cruell were, 

It roar'd to heare Phiictus __—Y care. 

| 3 


— Ines — 
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Conſtantia and Philetus. 


33. 
The Criſtall Brockes which geot!y runne betweene 
The thadowing Trees, and as they through them paſſe 
VVarer the Earth, »nd keepe the Medowes greene, 
Giving a colour to the verdanr raſſe: 
Hearing blletus tell his wotull ſtate, 
In ſhey of grieſe runne mutmuting at his Fate: 


34- 
Philom el anſweres him againe and ſhewes 
In her beſt language, her ſad Hiſtorie. 
And in a mout ne full ſwectneſſe tels her woes, 
Denying to bee povy'd in milſerie : 
Conſtantia he, ſhe Tereus, Terews crys, 
V Vith hin both griefe,and griefes exprt ſſion vyes, 


35. 


Phi'ocratts muſt ncedes his ſadgeſſe know, 

Willing in 11's, alwell as joyes to ſhate, 

Nor will on them ibe nam of friends beſtow, 

Who in {port, not in ſarrowes partners are. 
VVho lem es ro guide the Ship when Normes wile, 
I: qui/ty both of Gune, and cowardiſe. 


36, 
Pur when his noble Friend perceiv'd that het 
Veclded roryrant Paſſion more and more, 
De.c.cous to partake his malady, 
Hee watches hum in hope to cute his ſore 
zy connſell, and recall che poyſonous Dart, 
VVhen i; alas was fixed in his heart. 


VVhet 


Te 


het 
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Conſtantia and Philetws, 
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37. 

VVhen in the Woods, places beſt fit for care, 
Hee to himſelfe did his paſt grietes recite, 
The'obſequious friend ſtraight followes hun, and there 
Doth hide himſelfe from ſad Plitus fight. 

VVho thus exclaimes; for a ſwolnc heart would breake, 

If it for vent of ſorrow might not ſpeake. 

38. 

Ob 7amloft, not in this Deſert 1v0od, 
But in lover pathleſſe Labyrinth, there 7 
My bealth, each ie and pleaſure cored good 
Have loft, and which is more my liberty. 

And now am for” t to let him (agrifice 

Ay beart, for raſh beiteving of my eyes, 


39. 
Long have 1 ſlayed, but yet have no relieſe, 
Lone bave 1 lov'd, yet bave ns fro0u ſhowne, 
Becauſeſbee nomen not of vm hilling grief, 
Abe feard, to make my ſarrowes knowne, 
For why alas, if ſhee ſhould once but dart 
At me diſd une, dv Hi my (ubieft be art. 


40. 
But how ſnauld five, ere I impart my Lobt, 
Keward my ardent flame with lige deſire ? 
But when I ſpeak, if ſho ſbould angry prove, 
Lawvh at my flawing teares, and ſcorne my fire ? 
Why, he who bath all ſorrgzves borne before, 
Nccdeth not feare to be opprefl with more, 
B 4 


Plilgs 
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Conflantia and Philetws, 
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41 
PH1lLOCnraAT Es no longer can forbeare, 
But running to his lov d Friend; Oh (aid bee) 
3% diare Puri rus be thy ſelſe, and ſwears 
To mule that Paſſion which now maſters Thee, 
And all thy faculties ;, but if '1 may not be, 
Grue to thy Love but eyes that it may ſer. 


* 42 
Amazement ſtrikes him dumbe, what ſhall he doe ? 
Should hee reycale his Love, he feares twould prove, 
A hindrance ; which ſhould he deny to ſhow, 
It might perhaps his deare friends anger move: 
Theſe doubts like Scylla and Charibda and, 
Whilſt Copid a blind Pot doch command, 


43 
Atlaftreſoly d; how ſhall I ſecke, ſaid bee, 
To excuſe my ſelſe, deareſt Philocrares ; 
That | from thee have hid this ſecrecic ? 
Vet cenſure not, give me firſt leave to caſe 
My caſe with words, my griefe you ſhould have knoune 
Exe this, if that wy heat had bin wy one. 


44 

1 am all Love, wy heart was burnt with pre , 
From iwo bright Sunne: which doc al light diſcloſe ; 
Firſt hindling in my breafi the flame deſire, 

But e tbe rare Arabian Bird, there roſe 

From » heart aſhes never quem bed Love, 

VV hich naw thu tn want in my ſor le doth mc vi. 


18 


Con antia and philetws. 


45. 
Oh ! let not then my P affion cauſe your hate, 
Nor let my cheiſe offend you, or detayne 
Tour ancient Friendfhny ; "tis alas te late 
To call my firm afftflion bache aa 
No Phyſicke eanrecare my weekn'd flate , 
The wound is growne tag great, too deſperate. 


46. 
But Counſell ſayd his Friend, a remedy 

Which never fayles the Patient, may at leaſt 

If nor quite heale your mindes infirmity , 
Aſſwage your torment, and procure ſome ref}, 


But there is no Phyſitian can apply 
A medicine , ere be lnow the Malach. 


47. 
Then heare me, ſaid Phaletus ; but why ? Stay, 
I will not toyle thee with my hiſtory , 
For to remember Sorrowes paſt away , 
Is to renew an ald Calamity. 
Nee who acquarnteth other; with bis mone, - 
Addes to his friends griefe , but not cures bis nue. 


48. 
Bur ſayd Philserater, tis beſt in woe , 
To have a faithfull partner of their care; 
That burthen way be andergone by two, 
Which 1s perhaps too great for one to beate. 
I thould miſtruſt your love to hide from wee 
Your thoughts, and taxc you of Inconſlancy, 


What 


— — 


— — — — 


Conſtantia aud Philetuu. 
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49. 
What (hall hee doe? Or with what language frame 
Excuſe ? He muſt reſolve not to deny, 
Bur open his cloſe rhoughts, and inward flame, 
Wich that as prologue to his Tragedy. 
Hee figh'd , at it they'd coole his rorments ire, 
When they alas, did blow the raging fire. 


50. 


When yeares fi ſt ſtyſd me Twenty, I began 
To ſport with catching ſnares that Love had ſer, 
Like Birds that flutter bout the gym till cage, 
Or the poore Fly caught in Arachxes net: 
E ven ſol ſported wich her Beauties light, 
Till { at laſt grew blind with too much ſight. 


32. 


Ficſt it came ſtealing n me, vhilſt I thought, 

"Twas eaſy to expulle it, but as fire 

Though bur a ſparke, ſoone into flames is brought, 

So mine grew great, and quickly mounted higher; 
Which ſo have ſcotcht my love · ſtrucke ſoule, that I 
Still live in torment, though each minute dye. 


2, 


Whois it, ſayd Philecr2tes, can move 

Wich charnung eyes ſuch deepe affeion ? 

| may perhaps aſſiſt you in your love, 

Two can cfic& more than your ſelſe alone. 
My ceunlc!l this thy error may teclayme, 

Or my ſalt reares quench thy annoying flame. * 
ay 


Conftantia and Philet us. 


53. 
Nay (aid Pbiſetus, oft my eyes doe flow 
Like Nil, when it ſcotnes th oppoſed ſhores 
Yer all the watery plenty I beſtow , 
le ro my flame an oy le, which teedes it more, 
So fame reports of the Dadonean ſpring, 
That lights a torch the whictis pur therein. 


54. 
But being you defire to know her, ſhee 
Is calfd ( with that his eyes let fall a ho wer 
As if they tane would drowne the memory 
Of his life ke2pers name,) Conſlantia ; more 
Griefe — not let him utter; Teares tue be 


Expreſſers of true ſorram, ſpoke the reft. 
55 


To which his noble friend did thus reply: 
And was this all > What ere your gricfe would eaſe 
Though a farre greater take belecu'r for thee , 
It ſhould de loone done by Philocrates ; 
Thinke all you wiſh pertorm'd, bur ſee, the day 
Tyr'd with its heate is haſting aow away. 


56. 


Home from the filent Woods, night bids them gee, 

Hut ſad Philetws can no comfort find, 

What in the day he feares of ſuture woe, 

At night in dreames, like truth, afright his mind. 
Why doeſt thou vex him, Lore? Had'ſt eyes (1 ay) 
Thou wouleſt thy ſelſe haye loy'd c 


Conflantia and Philetzs, 


57. 
Phibcrate) pittying his dolefull mone, 
And wounded with the Sorrowes of his friend, 
Brings him to fayre Conflamia ; where alone 
Hee might impart his love, and — end 
His fruitleſſe hopes, crept by her coy diſdaine , 
Or by ber liqung, ba mib t Ie attains, 
58. 


Faireſt, (quoth he) whom the bright Hasvens dus rover , 
Doe no: theſe teares, theſe eg teares, deſpiſe : 
And dolorous ſi hei, of a ſwbmiſſtoe Lover, 
Thu fruche to ii eartbby your all deli E yes. 
And doe not you contemne that ardent . 
Which from your ſelfe ; Tour aue faire Beauty came. 


59. 
Truſt me, I lang hade hid my love, but now 
Amfar'tto ſha t, ſuch i my inward ſmart, 
And you alone ( ſwect faire) the meanet dee hnow 
To beale the wound of my conſuming heart. 
Then ice it aneh in your power doth lie 
To til, or ſave, Ob beide or elſe 1 dye. 


60, 


His gently cruel! Love, did thus reply; 
1 for your pane am grieved , and would dos 
V/thout imeuchment to my Chaſtity 
An honar, any thing might pleaſare you. 
Eut if beyond thoſe limits you demand , 
Im iſt not ae, (Sir) nor underſtand. 


Belceve 


r — 


tis and Philetms, 


61. 


Beleeve me vertuom maiden , my defire 

Is chaſt and pious , as thy Virgin thought, 

—j— | — 8 | 
ich goes as ſoone as it was quic : 
Bur cathy boouty yore, which Jer nor bes 
Eclipled by diſdaine, and cruelty, 


62, 


Oh! how ſhall I reply (quoth ſhee) thou aſt won 
My ſoule, and therefore rake thy victory: 
Thye es and ſpeaches have my heart o'recome 
And if I hould deny thee love, then l 
Shonld bee a Tyrant to my ſelfe ; that fire 
Which is kept cloſe, burnes with the greateſt ice. 


— 


63. | 
Vet doe not count my —— in mee, 
Impure it rather to my ardent love, 


Thy pleaſing carriage long 2goc did win me, 

And pleading beauty did my liking move. 
Thy eyes which draw like loadſtones with their mighe 
The hardeſt hearts, won mine to leave me quite, 


64. 
Oh! lam rapt above the reach, ſaid hee 
Of thought, my ſoule already teeles the bliGe 
Of heaven, when ((weete) — thoughes once tax but thee 
With any crime, may I loſe all happineſle 
Is wiſht for: both your favcur here, anddead, 
dq; the u Gods pe tengeance on my bead. 


* 
= 
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1 Con tant ia and Philetus, 


65. 
{ Whilſt he was ſpeaking this (behold their fate) 


4 , Conflanta's father cnired in the toome, 


| VVben glad Philets ignorant of bus ſtare ; 

| Kiſſes her cheekes , more red then ſertiag Sun, 
Or elle, the morn, bluſhing through clouds of water, 
To ſce aſcending Sol congratulate her : 


66, 


Iuſt as the guilty priſoner feare full tands 
Reading his fatall Theta in the bi owes 
Ot him, who both his life and death commands, 


1 Erctrom his mouth he the ſad ſeñtence knowes, 


Such was» his ſtate to ſee her ſacher come, 
Nor wiſht tor, nor expected to the roome, 


7. 
The inrag'd old man bid: him no more to dare 
Such bold inttudance in that houle, not be 
At any time with hi. lov'd daughter there 
Till he had given hun ſuch authority, 


But to depart, {:nce ſhe het loye did fhew him 
VVas l:ving death, with lingriag totments to him, 


63. 


1 This being knowne to kinde Philocrates, 

He cheat es his friend, bidding hm baniſh feare, 

And by ſome letter his griev'd nde appeaſe, 

Aud ſhew her that which to her fricng]» care , 
Tyme gave no leave to tell, and thus his quill 
Declares to her, the ablent lovers will. 
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THE LETTER 


PHILETVS TO CONSTANTIA. 


Truſt (deare Soule) my abſence cannot move 
Tou to forget, or doubt my ardent love ; 
For were there any meanes to ſer you J 
Would rurne through Death and all the miſerie 
Fate could infliłt, that ſo the World mig bt ſay 
In Life and Death I lv, Conſtantia. 
Then let not ( deareft Sweet ) cur abſence ſevtr 
Our loves, let them ion d clo/ely ſtill together 
give warmth to one another, till there 11/0 
From all our labours,and our ino uſl rica 
The long expected fruits; have patrence ( S\veet } 
There's no man whom the Summer pleaſures greet 
Before he taſi the M inter, none can ſay , 
Exe might Was gone, be ſalv the riſung Day. 
So when we once have Waſted Sorrowes night 
The ſunne of Comfort ther ſha! give w light, 


Pitt russ. 


This 


— 
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Conſtantia and Philet u. 


69. 


This when cenſtarria read, thee thought her ſtate 
Moſt happy by Philetzs Conſtancie, 
And pertect Love : ſhe thankes her flattering Fate, 
Kifſes the paper, till wich kiſſing ſhe 
The welcome CharaRters doth dull and Rayne , 
Then tþus with inke and teares writes backe againe. 


CONSTANTIA TO PHILETYS 


72 abſence (Sir) though it be long , yet / 

Neither forget, nor daubt your Conſt ancie : 

Nor need you feare, that I ſhould yeeld anto 

Aether, what to your true Love is duc. 

iy beart is yours, it is not in my claime , 

Nor have I power to givꝰt away againe. 

Tbere i naug bi but death can part our ſoulergo time 

Or angry Friends, ſhall make my Love decline : 
But for the harveſt of our hopes le flay , 
Vuleſſe Death cut it, ere't be ripe, away. 


ConsTaxTIſA, 


Ob | 
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Con ſtantia and Fhiletw. 
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70. 
Oh! how this Letter did exalt his pride 
More proud was he of this,then Phaeton, 
When Phebus flaming Chariot he did guide, 
Beforc he knew the danger was to come. 
Or elſe then laſon, when from (olchos hee 
Returned, with the Fleeces victory. 


71. 
But ere the Autumne which faire Ceres crown'd , 
Had payd the ſwetting Plowmans greedieſt prayer; 
And by the Fall diir oo d the gawdy ground 
Ofall ber Summer ornaments, they were 
By kind Philocrates together brought (wrought. 
Where they this meanes t enjoy thei: freedome 


72. 
Sweet Miſtreſſe, ſayd Philetus, fince the time 


mc 


opitious to out votes, now gives us leave 
To“ enjoy our loves, let us not deare refigne 

is long d for favour, nor our ſelves beteave 

Of what wee wiſht for, opportunity; 

That may too ſoone the wings of Love outfly, 


EL 


For when your Father, as his cuſtome is, 


[As 


0b | 


For pleaſure doth purſue the timerous Hare; 
fyou'l reſort bur thither , Ile not miſſe 

o bee in thoſe Woods ready for you, where 

We may depart in ſafety , and no wore 

With Dreames of or ann ly, heale out ſore, 


— CET 


Conflantia and Philetur. 


74. 
This both che Lovers ſoone agreed upon, 
But ere they parted, hee defires that ſhee 
Would bleſſe his greedy heating, with a Sen 
From her harmonious voyce, ſhee doth agree 
To his requeſt, and doth this Dirty fi 


Whoſe raviſhing Notes new fires to's old doe bring. 


——  - — 
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Conflantia and Philetu. 


— — 


The Song. 


I's 
Ime flye with greater ſpeed away, 
24 Made feathers to thy wings » 
T ill thy baſt in flying brings 
T bat wiſht for, — Day- 
2 


Comforts ſunne, wee then ſhall ſee , 

T hough at firſt it darꝭ ned bee, 

With dangers, yet thoſe ('louds being gon, 
Our Day will put bu luſtre on. 


3. 
Then though Deaths ſad night dae come, 
And wee in ſilence ſleepe » 
"Laſting Day agen will greete 


Our raviſbt Sonules, and then theres none 


Can part a more, no Death, nor Friends, 

Being dead, their power ore us ends. 

T bus there's nothing can diſſever, 

Hearts which Love 14 jeyn d together, 
* 


4 „„. 


Con ſtantia and Philetws, 


Feare of being ſcene, Philetus home ward drove, 

But ere they part ſhe will:ngly doth give 

As faithful! pledges of her conſtant love 

Many a kiſſe, and then each other leave 
In griete, though rapt with joy that they have found 
A way to heale the tormen: of their wound, 


76. 

/ 
But ere the Sun through many dayes had run, 
Con/lantia's charming beanty had o'recome Y 
Guiſcards's heart, and's (corn d aſfection won, 
Her eyes, that conquered all they ſhone upon 


Shot through his glutton eyes ſuch hot deſire, 
As nothing but het love could quench the fire. 


T 2 2s 
In rooſes which Gold and Parian ſtone adorne , 
Proud a+ their Landlords minde, he did abound , 
In fields ſo fertile tor their yeerely corne 
As might contend with ſcorcht Calabria's ground; 


But in his ſoule where ſhould be the beſt tore 
Ot lureſt riches, he was baſc and poore. 


78. 


Him was Con7antia urg d continually 

Byer friends io love, ſometimes they did intreate 

ub gentle ſpceches, and milde courtelic, 

Which when they ſee deſpis d by her, they threat. 
hut love too deepe was ſeated in her heart , 


To be worne out wich thought of any ſmart. 0 
| et 
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Her 


Con ſt ant ia and Philetw. 
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79. 


Her father ſhortly went unto the woed 
To hunt, his friend Guiſcards being there, 
With others who by friendſhip and by blood 
Vnto Conſtantia's aged father were 
Alyed nc are, there likewiſe were with theſe , 
His beautious daughter, and Philocrates. 


80. 


Being entred in the pathleſſe woods, whillt they 
Purſue their game, Pbiletus who was late 
Hid in a thicket , carries ſtraight away 
His love, and baſt:ns his owne haſty fate. 
Which came too ſoone upon him, and his Sunne 
Eclipled was , before it fully hone. 


81. 


For when Cenflantis's miſled, in a maze, 
Each takes a ſevetall courſe , and by curſt fate 
Gui/cards runs with a love carrycd pace 
Towards them, who little knew their ſorrowfull Rare, 
So hee ke bolder Icar ſoating bye 
10 Honour , fell to th depth of auſcry, 


82. 
For when Guiſcards ſees his Rivall there, 


Swclling wita cavious rage hee comes behind 

Pluletus , who luch fortunc did not feare , 

And with his fla ming (word a way doth find 
10 bs heart, ho ere that death polleſt him quite , 
In cheie few words gaipt out his tying lprites 

C 3 
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Conſtantia and Philertme, 
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0 ſee Conftanria, ny ſhort race u runne, 

See bew i» y blood the thirſty grand doth dye , 

But live thou bappicy then thy love bath done, 

And when I'me dead, thinke (ometins upon me. 
More my ſhort time irs me not to tell, 
For now death me, ab my deare farewell. 


34. 
As ſoone as hee had ſpoke theſe words, life fled 
From's wounded , whil't Conſtantia hee 
Kiſſes his cheekes which looſe there lively red ; 
And become palc, and wan , and now each eye 
Which was ſo bright, is like, when life was done 
A fallen ſtarre, or an ethpſed Sunze. 


85. 


1 hicher Philocrates by's fate being drove 

o accompany Philetzs Tragedy, 

Secing his friend was dead, and's ſorrowfull love 
date weeping ore his bleeding body,l 


Will now revenge thy death ( beſt friend) ſaid he, 


Ol in thy murther beate ches company. 


86. 


I am by love ſent to revenge this fate, 

Nay , ſtay Guiſerdothinke not heaven in jeſt, 

lis vaineto hope flight can ſecure thy tate. 

Ihen thrufting's ſword into the Villaines breſt: 
Here, ſaid Pl#ocrates, thy life I ſend 
Alaciifice, Cappeale my laughter d friend. 


But 


Conflantia and Philetw. 


87. 
Put hee falls: here take a reward ſaid he 
For this thy victoty, with that bee flung 
His killing rapier at bis enemy, 
Which hit his head and in his braine>pan hung. 
With chat hee falles, but lifang up hu eyes 
Farewell Conſlantie, that word laid, hee dies. 


88. 


What (all ſhee doe, ſhe to her brother runnes 
And's cold, and liveleiſe body doth imbrace , 
dhe calls to him, hee cannot heare her moanes ! 
And with her kiſſes warmes his clammie face. 
My Deare Philocrates, ſhee weep cr9es, 
Speake to thy Si: but no voyce replyes. 


89. 


Then running to her love, with many a teare , 
Thus her minds fervent poſſion ſhee expteſ t, 
O ſtay ( bleſt Soule) Nay bur a little here 
And wee wil both haſt to a laſting reſt. 
Then to El ſum Manſions both rogether 
Wee'le journey, and be married chere for ever. 


90. 
But when ſhe ſaw they both were dead, quoth (hee 
Oh my Phutrtun far thy fake will [ 


Make up a ſull and perfect [ragedie 
dinceꝰ tas for me { Deare love ) that thou didſt dye; 


lle follow thee, and not thy l. ſſe deplore , 
Iheſe eyes that lau thee kill d, (hell ſee no more, 
But C 4 e 


Conftantia and Phils, 


e 


91 
It ſhall not ſure be ſaid that thou did ſt dye 
And thy Conflantia live ſince thou waſt ſlayne : 
No, no, deare Soule , I will not ſtay from thee , 
Bur conſtant be in act, as well as Name. 
Then piercing her ſad breſt , I come, ſhee cryes, 
And Death for ever clord ber weeping eyes. 


92. 


Her Soule being fled to it's Erernall reſt, 
Her Father comes, who ſeeing this , he falls 
Totkearth, with griefe too great to bee expreſi: 
Whole dolctull werds my tyred Muſe mee calls 

T' o'repafſe , which I moſt gladly doe, for feare 
That I ſhould toyle too much, the Readers care. 
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To the Right Worſhipfull, 


my very loving Maſter, Malter 
Lambert Osbolſton, chiefe School. 
maſter of WeſiminiFer- 
Schoole, 
S1R, 
M TY childiſh Muſe is in her Spring, and yet 
Can onely ſhew ſome budding of her Wir. 
One frowne upon ber Works (learn'd Sir) from you : 
Like ſome unkinder ſtorme ſhot from your brow, 
Won'd turn her Spring, withering Aucomn's time, 
| And make ber Bloſſomes periſh, ere their Prime, 
But if you ſmile, if in your gracious Eye 
Shee an anſpicions Alpha can deſcrie. ( flouriſh 
Flew ſoone will they grew Frrit? How will they 
That bad ſuch beames their infancie to nouriſs t 
Whith being ſprung to ripeneſſe, cx pelt then 
T be beſt, and firſt fruits, of ber gratefull Pen. 


Your moſt dutiſull Scholler, 


ARA. Covriey. 
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1. 
Here Eabylows high Walls erected were 
By mighty Nin wife; two boulcs join d. 


One Tbube liv'd in, Pram the faire 

ln th'other ; Earth nete boaſted ſuch a paire. 
The very ſenceleſſe walls themiclves combin'd 
And grew in one, juſt like their Maſters minde. 


2, 


Thishe all other women did excell, 

The Queene of Love leſſe lovely was than ſhee: 
And Piramus mere ſweet than tongue can tell, 
Nature grew pt oud in framing them fo well, 
But Venus envying they ſo tate ſhould bee, 


Bids her Sonne Cui p ſhew kis crueltie. _ 
£ 


Pam and Thisbe, 


— 


3. 
The all-ſubduing God his Bom doth bend, 
and doch prepare his molt remorflefle Dart, 
Which he unſcene unto their hearts did ſend, 
And ſo was Love the caufe of Beauties end. 
But could he ſee, be had not wrought their ſmart : 
For pittic ſure would have orecome his heart, 


4. 
Like as a Bird which in a Net is cans, 
By ſtrugling more entangles in che ginne; 
So they who in Loves Labyrinth remaine, 
Wich ſtriving never can a freedome gaine. 
The way to enter s broad, but being in 
No art, ao labour, can aa exit win. 


5. 
Theſe Lovers though their Parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watch d their deeds — — 
Though in theſe ſtorme no comfort could remove 
The various doubts, and feares that coole hot love: 
Though he nor hers, nor ſhe his face could ſee, 
Yet this did not aboliſh Loves Decree, 


6. 
For age had crack?d the wall which did them part 


This the unanimate couple ſoone did ſpie, 

And here their inward ſortowes did impart, 

Valading che ſad burden of their heart. : 
Though Love be blind, this ſhewes he can deſcric 
A way to leſſen his owne miſery. 


Oft 
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7. 
Ofc to the friendly crannie they reſort, 
And feede themlelves with the caleftiall ayre, 
Of odotiſetous breath; no other ſpore 
They could enjoy, yetthinke the tame but ſhore, 
And wiſh that it againe renewed were | 
To ſucke each others breathfor ever there. 


Vo 


Sometimes they did exclame againſt their fate, 
And ſometimes they aceus'4 imperial! fove, 
Sometimes repent their flames, bat all too late: 
The Arrow could not be recald, their ſtate 
Ordaincd was, by Jupiter above, 
And Cupid had appointed they thould love. 


9. 
They curſt the wall which did their kiſſes part, 
And to the ſtones their dalorous words they ſen, 
As ii they ſaw the ſorrow of their heart. 
And by their teares could underſtand their ſinart; 
But it was hard, and knew not what they meant 
Nor with their ſighs (alas) would it relenc, 


10. 


This in effect they faid; cad mall, Ow; 
Wilt thou our bodies ſever, whoſe trac lo 
Breakes thorow all thy funq eruellie ; 
For bath aur ſoules /o cloſtly ioyned He, 
That nought but angry Death can them remove, 
And theugh be part themed they'l meet «bo: c. 
Oft Abor- 


— 


Piramm and Thisbe. 
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It. 


Abortive teares from their faire eyes ftraight flow d 
And dimm d the lovely ſpl-ndor of their 
Which ſcem'd like Tas, whilft ſome watry Cloud 
O reſpreads his face, and his bright beames doth ſhrow d. 


Til / — — 8 
— — Jb. 
12. C/ 


But ere Aurora, Viher to the Day, 
an with welcome luſtre to appeare, 
The Lovers riſc, and at that crannie they 
Thus to each other,their thoughts open lay: 
Wich many a Sig, many a {peaking Teare, 
Whoſe griefe the pitying Morning bluſht to heare. 


I3, 
Deare Love (quoth P 1 x anus) boy long ſhall wee 
Lie /arreft Fuer, not ed in their prime, 
Val precious youth and et aatvaniage tee, 
Til wce bem ule at laſt our crueltie 
pon our ſelues, ſor geautie though it ſhine 
Like day, will quickly frnde an En ume. 


14. 
Therefore ( ſweet TuS) let n meet this nig lu 
At Ninus ſombe, without the Citie wall, 
Under the Mulberie-Tree, with Berries white 
Abouzding, there t'entoy our w'ſht delight. 
For mounting Love flopt in bus courſe doth fall, 
Aud lore'd forget untaſied Joy Mt all. 


What 


rn 
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Prams and Thisbe. 


15. 
What our cruell parents angry bee? 
Wha hou ur Fiend (la) re too unkind 
Time now ¹ anon deny, 
And foone bold backs, ft» ity. 
who lets ſlip Bortune, ber ſhelf never find. 
Occaſion once puff d by, u bald be him. 


6, 


She ſoone agreed to that which hee requir'd , 
Per little Woong needs where both conſent , 

What hee ſo long had pleaded ſhe defir'd , 
Which Nu lecing, with blind Chance canſpir*d, 


And many a ing accent to her ſent, 
I bat ſhe (at laſt) would fruſtrace their intent» 
17. 
Thus Beauty is by beauties meanes undone , 


Striving to cloſe theſe eyes that make het bright; 

luſt like the Moone, which ſeckes r2eclipſe the Sun 

Whence all her ſplendor, all her beames, doe come: 
So ſhe, who fetcherh luſtre from their ſight 


Doth purpoſe to deſtroy their glorious light, 
18, 


Vnto the Mulbery-tret, Sweet Thizhe came, 
Where having reſted long (at laſt) ſhe gan, 
Againſt her Pramus for to exclaime, 
hirn various thoughts turmoile her troubled braine. 
And imitating thus the fylver Sen, 
A little winle before her Death ſhee ſang, 1 
D . 
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11 The Song. 


of I, 


1 Ome Love, why ſtayeſt then! The urg hi 
! Will vattiſh e re wes taſte delight ©: 
| The Moone obſcures her ſelfe from ſight, 

T hou ab ſent, Whoſe eyes give her light. 


; & S 
{ome quickly Deare, bee briefe ad time 

4 Or wee by LW orne ſhall bee o're tare, 

© Loves Joy 's thine owne as Well as mine, 

Spend not therefore time in waine. 
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19. 
re doubtſull thoughts broke off her pleaſunt Song. 
Againſt her lo ve for ſtaying thee gan crie , 
Her Piramus fhee thought did tarry long, 
And that his abſence did ber roo much wrong, 
Then berwixt longing hope, and lealaufic , 
She feares, yer's Joth, to tax his loyaltie. 


20, 


Sometimes ſhee thinkes, that he hath ber forſaken , 

Sometimes that danger hath befallen to him; 

Shee feares that hee another love hath taken, 

Which being but imagin d, ſoohe doth waken 
Numberleile thoqghts, which on her heart doe fling 
Feares that her ſuture fare too truely ſing. 


21. 


Whilſt ſnes thus muſing ſate; ranne from the wood 
An angry Lyon, to the criſtall Springs 

Nere to that place, who comming from his food , 

Hi chaps were all beſmeat᷑ d with criniſan bloods + 
Swifter then thought Sweet Thube ftiraight. begins 
To flye from him, feare gave her Swallowes wings. 


22, 


As (hee ayoids the Lion her deſire 
Bids her to ſtay, left Prragus ſhould come, 
| And be devour'd by rhe ſterne Lions ire, 
So ſhee for ever bus ne in unquenc'h fre, 
But feare expells all teaſons, ſhee doch run 
io a datkforne Cave, neere ſeene by Sun. 
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Pyramm and Thitbe. 
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23. 
Wich haſt he let her looſer Mantle fall, 
Which when th? enraged Lion did eſpic , 
VVith bloody teeth, he toreꝰt im pieces ſmall, 
VVhilſt Thishe ran and look*d not arall. 8 
For could the ſenceleſſe beaſt, het face diſerie, 
It had not done her ſuch an injury. 


24. 
The night balfe waſted, Piru did come, 
VVho ſeeing printed in the ſubtill ſand 
The Lions paw , and by the fountaine ſome 
Of Thizhes garment , forrow ſtrooke him dumbe; 
Iuſt like a marble ſt ue did hee ſtand, 
Cut by ſome ckillull gravers cunning hand. 


25. 
Recoverihg breath, 2gainſt Fate he gan t*exclayme , 
VVaſhing with teares the torne and bloody weed. 
I may ſayd hee, my ſelte tor ber death blame 
Therefore my blood ſhall wath away that ſhame. 
Since ſhee s dead , whoſe Beauty doth exceed 
All that frayie man can either beare or reade. 


26. 
This ſpeaking, hee his ſhar pe Sword drew, and fayd ; 


Receive thou my rcd blood, as a due debi 


Vunto thy conſtant Love , to which "tis payd, 

I ſiraight will mecte thee in the pleaſam ſhade 
Of coole Ely ſium, where wee being » et , 
Sball tafle the loyes, that here we could not yet, 


en 


Pyrammw and Thisbe, 


27. 
Then thorow his breſt thruſting his ſword : life hies 
From him, and hee makes haſt to ſecke his faire. 
— —— ound hee lies , 
His blood ſpirt/d up upon the Mulberrics : 
With which ch2unſporred berries ſtained were, 
And ever ſince with Red they coloured are, 


28. 


At laſt , came Thube from moons — 

Of diſappointing Piramws , being 

Was bound by promiſe, for do meete him chere , 

But when ſhe law the berries changed were. 
From white to black e, ſhe knew not certainely 
It was the place where they agreed ro be. 


29. 
Wich what delight from the darke cave ſhe came 
Thinking to tell how hee eſcap-ꝰd the beaſt; 
Bur when ſhe ſaw her Proms lie ſlaine, 
| In what perplexity the did remaine | 
She teares her Golden haire, and beares her breft, 
All fignes of raging ſorrow the expteſt. 


30. 


She cries ?gainſt mighty love, and then doth take 
His bleeding body fromthe 5 
| She kiffes has face till (he doth 
It red with ki , and then ſcekes co wake 
His parting ſoule with mournfull words, and's wound 
VVatſherh with mie (weet ſpeech —_ 
- 3 ut 
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Pyramus and Thisbe. 


31. 
Bur afterwards recovering breath , quoth (hee, 
(Alas) what chance bath parted thee and 1? 

Oiell what evill bath tothe; 


T hat of thy Death 7 may a Partner bee, 
Tell Thizbe what hath caus d this Tragedic- 
He heat ing Thube's name, lift up his eye. 
32 
And on his Love he rais'd his dying bead, 
Where ſtriving long for breath, at laſt ſaid hee, 
O Thisbe, I ambeſling to the dead, 
And cannot beale that V Vonnd my fecre hath bred, 


Farewell, freer Thisbe , we mull parted bee, 
For anzry Dedth will force mie goe from Thee. 


L 
Life did from bim, hee from his Miſtris part, 
Leaving his Love to languiſh here in woe. 
What ſhall ſhee doe? How ſhall ſhe eaſe her heart? 
Or with what language ſpealee her inward imarr ? 
Vſur ping paſſion reaton doth v'reflow , 
Shee ſwcarcs' that withher Pyramus ſhee'l goe. 


34. 
Then takes the Sword here wich her Love was flayne, 
Wich Pyramws his crumſon blood warme ſtill. 
And layd, 0b fi (b Sete) that ſo wee twaine 
May goe topetber where wee ſhall remarne | 
In en loyes, and never feare the il 
Of grudging Friends: Then ſhe ber ſoſſe did bill. 


— 


Pyramu and Thisbe. 
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35» 
To tell what gtieſe their Parents did ſuſtaine, 
Were more rude Quill can overcome. 
Many ateare they ſpent but all in vaine, 
For weeping calls not bache the Dead againc. 1 
They boch were layed in ene Grave, life done, 1 
And theſe words were writ upon the Lomube. 


Epitaph, 


1. 
Nderneath this Narbe ſtonc, 
Lye two Beauties ioyn d in one. 
2. 


Two Whoſe Loves Death could not ſever, 
For both liv d, bothay'd together, 


4. 
Two Whoſe Soules, being too divine 
For earth , in their one Spheare noW ſhine. 


5. 
Vs have left their loves to Fame, 
And their earth to earth ag aine. 
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An Elegie on the Death of 
the Right Honourable , Dadley 
Lord Carleton, Viſcount Dorche- 
ſter, late Principall Secretary of 
State. 


HE infernal Siſters, did a Counſcll call 
Of all the Ficnds , to the blacte Stygian Hall; 
The dive T artarean Monflers , bating tight, 
Begot by diſmall Ercbus, and Night. 
Whereſoc're diſpe /i d abroad , bearing the Fame 
Of their aceurſed meeting, thith er came 
Revenge, wheſe greedy minde no Blood an , 
And Envie, never ſatisfied with il. 
Thither blind Boldnefle, and impatient Rage, 
R-ſorted, with Death's neighbour extiow Age, 
And Meſſengers diſcaſes , whereſot're 
Then wan ine, at that Senate preſent w: re : 
Wham to oppreſſe the Earth , the Furies [ent 
To ſpave the Gualtte, vex the Innocent. 
The Cuncell thus diſſotu'd, an angyy ſtu , 
VVaoſe quenchl:ſſe that, by Blood ws ated never ; 


CS. 


Emvying the Riches, Hmnowr, Greatmeſſt, Love, 
Vertu » which all of 
Of Noble Cants ton, bis 
aul agreedy Vue ſeas d ber prev : 
VVeepe with mee each whe dither reads or bearer, 
4 now ba ofſe, bus Countrezes taarti: 
The Muſes loft « ? bis Fe, 
Virtue « Huthend, and 4 Prop the State, 
Sol's Gharxs weeper , ane to aden bis Nee 
Calliope would fag a Tragiche verſe. | 

And bad there bie before no Spring of their: , 
Theywould bave madg a Helicon with tearei. 


Ar RA. CovvLlEy. 
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SS EPL. 
An hor the death of my 
loving Friend and Couſen, Ma. 


ſer Richard Clerke, late of Lin- 
colnes Inne, Gent, 


T was decreed by ſt ed ſaſf Deſfinic, 
(T he world from chaos turn d)that all ſhould die. | 
Hee who durſt feareleſſe paſſe blac ke Acheron 
And dangers of th\mfernall Region, 
Leading Hells triple Porter captivate, 
Vas overcome bimſelſe, by conquering Fate. 
T be Reman Tullic's pleaſing Eloquence, 
V Which in the Eares did locte up every Sence 
Of the rapt hearer, bus Melliſluous breath 
{ould not at all charme uunremorſeleſſe Death, 
N or Solon ſo by Greece admir'd, could ſave 
Himſelfe with all bus V Viſdome, from the Grave, 
Sterne Fate broug ht Maro to bus Funcrall — 
And would have ended in t hat fire bus Fame; 
Burnivg thoſe lofty Lines, Which now ſhall be 
Times conquerers, and out · laſt Eternuies 


Even | 


An Elegie. 


Even ſo lov'd Clerk from death wo ſcape could find, 
T boug h md with great Alcides valiant wind. 
He was adorn'd in yeeres though farre more young, 
With learned Cicero's, or a ſweeter Tongue. 
And could dead Virgil heare bis lofty ſeine, 
He on bs — ame. 
Hu 4 Solons wiſdome di e, 
Hal ewview Time but given bits Solos age. 
VV ho woald not therefore now if Learning « friend, 
Bewayle his fatal and untimely end : 
he hath ſuch hard, ſach unrelenting Eyes, 
A. Would not weepe when ſo much Vertuc dyes ? 
The God of Poets doth in darkeneſſe ſhrowd 
His glorious face, and weepes behind a (loud. 
The dolefull Muſes thinking now to write 
Sad Elegies, their te ares confound their ſight : 
But him to Elyſiums la fing Joyes t bey brings 
there Winged Angels his jad Requiems ſing. 


Abraham Cowley. 
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A DREAME 
ELYSIVM. 


Hebus expuh d by the approaching Night 
Bluſh'd, — — clos'd in his baſbfull light. 
Whilſt I with leaden Mepbem overcome, 

The Muſt, whom I adore, entetd the roome. 

Her hayre with looſer curioũtie, 

Did on her comely backe diſbevel d lye. 

Her Eyes with ſuch attractive beauty ſhone, 

As might have wak'd lceping 

Shee bid me riſe, and promis d I ſhould ſee 

Thoſe Fields, thoſe Manſions of Felicitie, 

Wee mortals ſo admire at: Speaking thus, 

She lifts me up wing?d Pegague. 

On whom I rid : Knowing where ever ſhet 

Did goe, that place mwſt needs a Tempe be. 

No ſooner was my flying Courſes come 
To the bleſt dwellings of EH: 
When ſtraight a thouſand unknowne joyes reſort, 


And hemm*d me round: Chaſt loves innocuous {porr. 
A thou- 


A Dreame of Elyſrum, 
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loyey 
charme my w 
2 — — a 
Heere in full ſir e ame, Babu thy liquot Rowes, 


Nor —— to — : _ _ _ ree beſtowes 
Diflilling kony, heere doth Na p 

Wah copipueurrent chrough the vęrdant Graſle. 

Heere Hmnth, his fate writ in his lookes, 

And thou Narciſſus loving ſtill the Brookes, 

Oncc lovely boyes; and Acts now a Flower, 

Are nouriſht, with that eprerherbe, whoſe power 

Created thee, Warres ) God, here growes 

The ſpotleſſe Lillie, and the bluſhing Role. | 
And all choſe divers ornaments abound, 4 
That variouſly may paint the gawdy ground. | TIO 
No Willow, forruwes Garland, there hath hach roome, { 
Nor Cypteffe, ſad attendant of a Lobe. 

Nene but Apollo's Tree, and thi'Ivic twine 

Embracing the ſtout Oake, the fruirfall Vine, 

And Trees with golden Apples loaded d6wne, 

On whole faire toppesſweer Plilon.el alone, 

Vamindtu!ll of her former miſerie; 

Tunes with her voyce a raviſhing Harmonie. 

Whilſt all the murwaring Brookes that glide along 

Make up a butthen to her pleaſuig Seng. 

No Seriichowle, lad companion of the Night, 

Or hideous Raven with prodigious flight - 

Preſaging future ill. Nor, Progre, thee 

Yer {ported with young iu Tragedie, 
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boſe Sacred Bowers regeive- There's nothing there, 

hat is not pure, immaculate, und ture. 

[urning my greedy fight ahother way, 

a row of ſtorme-conemang 

| aw the Thracies Si his 

— the Tee admire, 

n the whe)c Poets Clary compaſi'd round, 

|whom the Oake, all hom the Lawrell crown'd, 

dere baniſh'd Ouid had a home, 
| than thou could ft give Ingratefull Rome; 
And Lacan (ſpight of in cach vaine 

, Soli fuſt borne, Wy nor 0 or blinde, 

ut ſaw as well in wo 6d wr 20 in | 

E, grave Cato, Salem, and che 
Of Greece's adm d e 

large reward for —— — 
A life, as — — 

By cheſe, the valiant#weve rake 
All who ſlerne Death an d'perils di&mbritce + 
For Vertuei cauſe. Great Alexander there 

Lougping 4 Fart at Earth's ſwall Empier, did weare 

kane, than the whole World could give. 

There did Heratius Cacles, Scæva, live, 
* valiant Derins, who now freely ceaſe 
Fro Warre, and purchaſc an eternall peace, 
Next them, beneath a Mirtle Bowre, where Doves, 
| And galleſſe Pidgeons build their nefts, all Loves 
¶ Faichſull perſeverers, with amotous kifles, 
ad ſoft imbraces, taſte theu greedieſſ wiſhes. 


£randey 
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— with his beauriouy Hers playes, 

Nor are they parted with dividing $cas, 
Percia injoy es her Brutus, Death no more 
Can now diverce their Wedding, as before. 
Thinbe her Fyramus kils'd, his Thigha hee 
EmbraC'd, each blcſt with th other companie. 
And every couple alwayes dancing. fing 
Ecernall Dittzes to g hum King- | 

Bur ſec how ſoone theſe pleaſures fade away, 
How ncere to Evening is delights hort Day? 
For th watching Bud. true Nance of the Light 
Straight crowd: and all thele — gp my fight, 
— very Aiſt het ſelſe ſorſoobe moet 

tiefe and wonder wak d ; What ould 1doe p 

Oh ea kia me follow thee (aid 1 — 
From life, that | nay Dreame 


Wich chat my flying Made I to . 
YVithin —— bur A 


Thus with 
And 2 — '; bug @ Dream, 
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On his Majeſties returne out of 
Scotland. 


Rea chyies : theto ſtop you trumpeters of fame, 
(For he who ſpeakes his titles his great name 
Muſt have a breathing time,) Our Kg: ſtay there, 

Telit by degrees, let the inquiſitive care 
Bee held in doubt, andere you lay; Ii came; 
Let every heart prepare a ſpacious roome 
For ample joyes: then Ie ſing as loud 
As thunder ſhot from the divided cloud. 

Let Cygme plucke from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of the rocke , the pearle that paves 
Great Neptune Court z let every [parrow beate 
From the three fiſters weeping barke a teare 
Let ſpotted Lynces their ſharpe tallons fill 
With chriſtall ferch'd from the Promethean hill. 
Let Cythereas birds freſh wreathes compoſe, 
Knitting the pale fact lilly with the role. 
Let the ſelie - gotten Pharnix robhis neſt, 
Spoyle his owne funcrall pile, and all his beſt 
Ot myrrhe, of frankincenſe, of Caſſia bring, 
To ſtrew the way for our returned King, 

Let every poſt a Panegyriche weare, 
Each wall , cach —— beate: FEM 

E 3 0 


On his Majefties returne out of Scotland. 


And yet let no man invocate a Muſe; 

The very matter will it ſelſe infuſe 

A ſacted fury. Let the merry Bells 

(For unknownejoyes worke unknowne miracles ) 
Ring without helpe of Sexton, and preſage 

A new,made holyday for tuture age. 

And if che Ancicats us d to dedicate 

A golden Temple to propirious fate , 

Ar the returne of any noble men, 

Ot Heroes, or of Emperours , wee muſt then 
Raiſe up a double Trophec , for their fame 
Was but the ſhaddow of our CHA ALES hi name. 
Whos thece where all virtues mingled flow : 
Where no deictts, no impertettions grow? 
Whole head i alwayes crown d with victory, 
Snatch'd ttom gelαν hand , him luxury 

In peace debilitates, whoſe tongue can win, 
Tull owne garland , to him pride creeps in. 
On whom (like Atlas ſhoulders the propt ſtate 
( As hee were Primum Aobile of fate) 

Solcly, relics , him blind ambition moves, 

His Tyranny the br dled ſubject proves. 

ut all choſe vertues which they all polſeſt 
Divided, ate collected in thy breaſt, 

Great Charles; Let Ceſar boaſt Pharſilias fight, 
ono prayle the Parthis :4unfcyn'd fights 
Let Ale\ander call tuniſclfe loves peere, 

And place his lmage next the Thunderer, 
vet hi our Charles with cquall ballance reignes 
ont Mercy and Aſbica; and mainteynes 
noble prace. iti hee, Us onely hee 
ho moſt necte, moſt like the Deitie. 
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A Song on the ſame, 


Ence clouded lookes , hence briny teares 

Hence eye, that ſorrowes livery weares. 
What though a While Apollo pleaſe 
T »viſit the Antipodes ? 
Ter hee returnes, and with his light 
Expells, what he hath can d, the night, 
What though the ſpring vaniſh — 
And with it the earths forme decay ? 
Yer att new birth it will reſtore 
What it s departure rooke before. 
What though wee mift our abſent King 
Erewhile 2 Great Charles © come Agi, 
And, with his preſence makes us know, 
The gratitude to Heaven wee owe. 
So doth a cruell ſtorme impart 
And teach ns Palinurus art. 
So from ſalt flouds, wept by our eyes, 
A joyfull Venus doth ariſc. 

E 3 A Voter. 
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I durſt not but in ſecret murmurs pray , 
To whiſper in Joves care, 
How much I with that tunerall, 
Or gape at luch a great ones fall, 
This let all ages heare, 
And ſuture tymes in my loules picture ſee 
What | abhotre, what | debreto bee, 


I would not be g Poritane, though he 
Can preach to houres, and yet his ſermon bee 

But ha'fe a quarter long, 
Though from his old mechanicke trade 
By viſion hee's a Paſtor made, 

His faith was growne ſoftrong, 

Nay though he thinke to gayne lalvation, 
By calling th' Pope the whore of Babylon. 


3. 

vould nat bee a Schoolemaſter, though hee 
His reds n le ſſe then Faces deemes to bec, 

Though hee in many a place, 
Turnes lich ofrner then his gownes 
Till at the laſt he make the newnes, 

light wich the verbes apace. 
Ney though hee can ina Poericke heate. 
Figures, botue ſince, our of poote V/ beate. 


Lia the miſconſtring world ſhould chance to ſay, 


| would 


A Yote. 
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4. 


I would not bee Tuſtice of Peace, though hee 

Can with equality divide the fee, 

* 2 —— 

ay t upon 1 
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Intricate as the Law. | 

And whiPft hee mulQs enormities demurely , 

Breaks Priſcians head with ſentences ſecurely, 


. 


I would not bee a Courtier, though hee 
Makes his whole life the trueſt Comedy: 
Alchough hee bee a man 

In whome the Taylers forming Arr, 

And nimble Barber clayme more 1 
Then Nature herſelfe can. 

Though, as hee uſes men, tis his intent 

To putoff death too, with a complement. 


6. 


From Lawyers tongs , though they can ſpin with caſg 
The ſhorreſt cauſe into a Paraphraſe, 

From uſurers conſcience 
(For ſwallowing up young beyres ſo faſt , 
Without all doubt theye choakr ar laſt) 

Make mee all innocence 
Good Heaven; and from thy eyes, 6 luſtice keepe , 
For though they bee not blind, they*re oft alleepe. 

E 4 
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A Yote., 


7. 


From Singiag-· mens Religion; who are 

Alwayes at Church juſt bke the Crowes, *cauſe there 
They build themſclves a neſt, 

From too much Poetry, which ſhines 

With gold in nothing bur it's lines , 
Free, o you powers, my breſt. 

And from Aſtronomy within the skyes 

Finds fiſh, and bulls , yet doth bur Tantalize. 


8. 


From your Court Madams beauty, which doth carry 
At morning May, at night a laguary. 
From the grave citty brow 
(For though it want an R, it bas 
- The letter of Pythagares) 
Keepe me ò fortune now 
And chines of veete innumerable ſend mee, 
Or trom the ſtomacke of the Guard detend me. 


9, 


This only grant me: that my meanes may ly 
Too low tor envy, tor contempt too high, 

Some honour 1 would have 
Not from great deeds, but good alone, 
Ih ignoic are bettet then ul knowne , 

Rumot can ope the grave. 
A cquaintance | would hu, but when'e depends 

Net trom the number, but the choyſe of friends. 9001 
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A Yate. 


10. 


Bookes ſhou!d, not buſineſſe, intertayne the light , 
And ſleepe, as undiſturb d as death the night. 

My houſe a cottage more 
Then pallace , and ſhould firting bee 
For all my uſe, no luxuric, 

My garden painted ore 
With natures hand, not arts and pleaſures yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 


11. 
Thus would I double my lifes fading ſpace , 


For hee that runs it well, rwice runs his race. 
And in this true delight 

Theſe unbought ſports , and happy ſtate, 

I would not teare, nor wiſh my fate, 
But boldly ſay each night, 

To morrow let my Sunne his beames diſplay , 


Or in clouds hide them; 7 have br/d to day, 


| 
| 
' 
| 


A Pte 


A Poeticall revenge. 
4 and I agreed 


To meet in; hee (ſome vuſines 'rwas did breed 


His abſence) came not there; l — — 
To the next Court, for though l not know 
Much whar they ment, yer I might ſee and heare 
— ſpectatots doe at Theatet) 

ings very ſtrange; Fortune did ſeeme to grace 
My coming there, aud — to a place. 
Bur being newly ſetled at the ſpore , 
A Semy-gentleman of th?Innes of Court 
In a Sattin ſuire, redeem?d but yeſterday; 
One whois raviſt't with a Cockpit play, 
Who prayes God to deliver him from no evill 
Beſides a Lay lors bill, and feares no Devill 
Beides a Serjeant, thruſt mee from my ſeate, 
At which | gan to quarrell, till a neate 
Man in a ruffe, ( whome therefore 1 did take 
For Barriſter) openꝰd his mouth and ſpake , 
Boy get you gon, this is no ſchoole ; Oh no: 
For if it were, all you gown'd men would goe 
Vp for falſe Lartin, they grew ſtraight to bee 
Incenſt, | feard they. would have brought on mee 
An Action of Treſpalle, till thꝰ young man 
Aforeſaid in the Sattin ſuite, began 
Toſtrike mee, doubtleſſe there had beene a fray, 
Had not | provideatly skipp*d away 
Wuhout replying; for to {could is ill 


Where 


— 
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A Poettcall Revenge, 
— 6 — het 
Where every tongue s the clapper of a Mill, 
And can outiound Hamers Gy z is 

A way got l, but ere I (tte did goa, 

| flung (ibe Darts of wounding Peetrie) 

Thele two or three curics backe may het 
Bee by his Father in his tooke 

At Shakeſpeare Playes, inſle ad of my L. Cooke. 
May bee — all his writings grow as loone 
As Putters out of eftemarion 

Cet him a Poers name, and ſo nete come 

Into a Sergeant, or dead ludges roome. 

May he (tor tis ſinne ins Lawyer) 

True Latin uſe to ſpeake, even at the Hutre. 
May he become ſome poore Phyſitians prey, 
Who keepes men with that conſcience in delay 
As he his Clyents doth, till his health bee 

As farre eiche as a Grecke Novnes pedigree, 

Nay, for all that, may the diſcale bee gone 

Never but in the long Vacation, 

May Neighbours uſe all quarrels to decide, 

Bur if tor Law any to Landes ride, 

Ot all thoſe Clyents may no one be bis, 

1Volefle he come in Forma Pauperu. 

Grant this you Gods, that tayour Peetry, 
That ſo at laſt theſe ceaſcledle rongues may be 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
To quarrell with a threadbare black, bur ſpare 

Them who beate Schollers names, left ſo me one take 

Splee ne, and another Ig ame make. 


To 


— — — 
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To the Dutchefſe of Buckingham, 


1 F l ſhould ſay, chat in your face were ſeene, 
Natures beſt picture of the Cyprian Queene, 
If I mould ſwcare under Minerve's Name, 
Poets (who Prophets are) foretold your fame, 
The tuture age would thinke it flattetie, 
But to the preſent which can witneſſe be, 
Tvould ſeeme beneath your high deſerts, as farre, 
As you above the reſt of Women are, 
«> When Manser name with lber joyn'd I ſee, 
How doe I reverence your Nobilitic ! 
But when the vertues of your ſtocke 1 view, 
(Envi'd in your dead Lord, admir'd in you) 
I halfe adore them, for what woman can 
Beſides your lelfe (nay l might ſay what man) 
Both Sexe, and Birth, and Fate, and yeeres excell 
In mind, in fame, in worth, in living well ? 

Oh how had this begor Idolatrie, 
If you had hy d in the Worlds infancie, 
When mans too much Religion. made the beſt 
Or Deities, or Semygods at leaſt? 
But we, forbidden this by pietie, 
Or, if we were not, by your modeſtie, 
Will mate our hearts an Altar, and there pray 
Not to, but for you, nor that England may 
Enjoy your equall, when you once are gone, 
Bat whats more poſſible, Venjoy you long. 


= 
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To his very much honoured Godfather, 
Mater A. B. 


| | 
| Love (for that upon the wings of Fame 


Shall perhaps mocke Death or times Darts) my Name. 
I love it more becaulc 'twas given by you, 
I love it moſt becauſe 'twas your name too. 

For if I chance to ſlip, a conſcious ſhame 

Pluckes me, and bids me not defile your name. 


I'm glad that Citie rwhom I ow'd before, 
(ut ah me ! fate hath croft that willing ſcore) 
A Faiher, gave me a Godfather too, 


And hm more glad becaule it gave me you: 


Whom 1 may rightly thinke, and terme tobe 
Ot che whole Ciic an Epitomie. 


I thanke my careful] fate which found out one f 
(When Nature had not licenced my tongue 
Farther then cryes) who ſhould my office doe, 
I thanke her more be cauſe ſhe found out you. 
In whole each looke | may a ſentencelee, 
la hole each deed a teaching Hos, ilic. 


How 


How ſhall I pay this debt to you ? My Fate 
Denyes me lad Peatle or Pa flanPlate. 
Whach it did not, to require you thus, 
Were to ſend Apples to Aπi , 
And fell the cunning way ; No, when I can 
In cyery Leafc, in every Vetſe write Man, 
When my Quill reliſheth a Schoole no more, 
When my pen feathord Muſe hath learnt to ſoare, 
And gotten wings as well as feet; looke then 
8 thankes from my unwearied Pen: 

Till ſuture ages ſay; twas you did give 

A name to me, and Inde yours to lire. 


— — —— —— 


An Elegie on the Death of 
M. Anne Whitfield. 


| © Hee's dead, and fike che hower chat ftole her henee, 
Wich as much quietneſſe and innocence. 
And ' tis as difficult a raske to win 
Her travelling ſ oule backe to its former Inne, 
As force that houre, fled withour tract away, 
To turne, and ſtop the current of the day. 
Wharz,ſhall wee weepe for this ? and cloath our eye 
Wich ſorrow, the Graves mourning Liveric ? 
Or ſhall wee figh ? and with chat pious winde 
Drive fafter on what wee already finde 


Too ſwift for us, her ſoule > No ; ſhe who dy d, 


Like the ſicke Sunne,when Night entombes bis pride: 
Or Trees in Autumne, when unſeene decay, 
And flow conſumption ſteales the leaves away, 
Wichout one murmur, ſhewes that ſhe did lee 
Death as a good, not as a miſerie. 

And ſo (be went to undiſcovered Fields, 
From whence no path hope of returning yeelds, 
To any Traveller, and it muſt bee 
Our ſolace now to court her memory. 

Wee! l tell how love was dandled in her eye, 
Yer curb'd with a beſceming gravity. 


An Elegie. 


And how (belceve it you _ heare or reade) 

Beauty and chaſtity met and agreed 

In ber, although a Courtier: we will tell 

How ſarre her noble ſpirit did excel 

Hers, nay out Sexe: wee will repeate her Name, 

And force the Letters to an Anagrame. 

V/bitficld wee l cry, and amorous windes ſhall bee 

Ready to ſnatch chat words ſweet Harmonie 

Exe tis ſpoke our, thus wee muſt dull griefes ſting, 

And cheate the ſorrow that her loſſe would bring. 

Thus in our hearts wee'] bury het, and there 

Wee'] write, Here hes Whitfield the cbaſt, and fare, 
Art may no doubt a ſtatelier Tombe invent, 
Bur not like this, a living Monument. 


An 


| 


— 


— 
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An Elegy on the death of Iohn I. ittleton g 
quire , Sonne and beyre to Sir Thomas Little- 
ton, who Was drowned leaping imo the Water to 
ſave bis younger Brother. 


AR D muſt theſe waters ſmile againe ? and play 


About the ſhore as they did ycſterday ? 
Will the Sun court them ſtill? and ſhall they ſhow 

No conſcious wrinckle furrowed on their brow, 
That to the thirſty Travaylor may ſay, 
] am accurſt, goe turne ſome other way ? 

It is unjuſt; blacke loud, thy guilt is more, 
Sprung from his loſſe, then all thy watery ſtore 
Can give thee teares to mourne for: birds ſhall bee 
And bencetorth afraid to drinke of thee. 

What have I laid? my pious rage hath beene 
Too hot, and acts vhilſt it accuſeth ſinne. 
Thou rt innocent I know, ſtill cleere, and bright, 
Fit whenceſo pure a ſoule ſhould take ir's fight. 
How is my angry zeale conſin d ? for hee 
Muſt quarrel] with his love and pietie 
That would revenge his death, Oh 1 hall fiane, 
And with anon hee had leſſe vertuous beene. 
For when his Brother (teares for hum e (pill 
But they're all challeng?d by the greater I) 
Strugled for life with the rude waves, bee too 
Leapt in, and when hope no taint beame could how, * 
His charity ſhone moſt; thou ſhalt, laid hee, 
Live with mee, Brother, or l'le dye with thee, 
— amr watmans 8 


An Elegie. 


Thou ad have call d chis death a — 1 
And Saymed him, my conlcicoce give me leave , 

Ile doe ſo roo, if fate will us beteave 

Ofhim wee honor'd hving , there wuſt bee 

A lind of reverence to his memory 

After his death: and where mere juſt theakere 
Where life and end were both ſo ſinguler - 

Of which th'one griefe, the other imitation 

Of all men vindicates, both admiration, 

H-e that had only tal t with him might fink 

. Alle Academ in his mind, 

Whcie Yiſedome, Maſter was, and Fellowes all 

Which wee can good, which, wee can vertunus call. 
Reaſen, and Holy Feare the Frofiars were 

lo apprehend choſe words, thoſe thoughts that erte. 
His learning had outrun the reſt of heyres. 

Stolae beard from tyme, and leapt to twenty yeares.” 
And as the Sunne, though in tull glorie brighs ; 
Shiacs upon all men with ijapartiall light, 

And a good motto tothe begeer brings 

Wich as tull rayes as to the mightieſt Kings, 

do hee, alihough his worth juſt ſtare might clayme , 
And give co pride an honorable name, 

ih curteſy to all c och'd vet tue ſo 

I hat'cwas not higher, then bis thoughts were low. 
In » body to no Critique eye could bad 
Inc haalieũ blem iſt. to bely his mind; 
Hec was all pure nes, and bis outward part 
The looks: ng -elaiſcand picture of hi — 


When waters ſwallow d mankind , and did chcate 
The Lungry watme of it's expeRtcd ncate, 

When g.cmmes, plucke | fromihe Hoare by wuder hands, 
Retura'd againc uato their native lands, 


'Mongft 


An E legie. 


— o—_ 


— — — — —— 


Mongſt all thoſe ſpoyles there was not any pray 
Could equalſwhat this brooke hath ſlolen away, 

Weepe then, lad Floud ; and though thou'rt innocent, 
Weepe becauſe fate made thee ber inſtrument: 

And when long griefe hath drunke up all thy ſtore , 

Come to our eyes, and wee will lend thee more. 


F2 A Tranſla- 


—ů— — 


A tranſlation of verſes upon the B. Dir gin, wrirt / 
in L ative by the right wer ſpipſaſ Dr. A. 
iy b ene 
Nce thou rejoycedil, and re joyet ſot ever, - 
Whole time of ber bee cxpircd never, 
Who in her wom the Hive of comfort beares, 
Let her drink e — bane with her cares, 
You brought the word of joy , which did impart 
An Haile, to all, let us Az Haile redart, 
From you God ſave into the world there came 
Our Zccho Haile is but an emptie name, 


Gratia plena. 
How loaded Hives ate with their honie fillꝰd, 
From diveric flowres by Chiumiche Bees diſtill-41 
How full the Colet with his lewell is, 
Which, what it cannot take, by lore doth kiſſe: 
How fultrhe Aoone is with her Brothers ray, 
When ſhce drinks up with thirſtie ot be the day, 
How full cf Grace the Graces dances are , 
do full doth Marie of Gods light appeate. 
It is no wonder if with Graces ſhee 
Bec full, who was full with the Dee. 


Dam ius tecum. 


The fall of mankind under deaths extent 

The quire of blcfled Angels did lament, 

And wiſht a reparationto ſee 

By him, who manhood j yn'd with Deitie, 

How gratctull ſnould Mans ſafcry then appeare 
T-kimſclic, whole fafctie can the Angels cheare ? 


" > © OO I» wil to me tu 


Led 


{T's 
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Bnedifla ty in malie 7 ib. 


D-ath came, and troopes of ſad di{za/es led 

To th'earth, by wogmans band ſollicited : 

Life came ſu too, and croopes of Graces led 

To ch earth, by woemans faith ſollicited. 

As our lifes ſpring came from thy bleſſed wombe, = 
do from our mouths ſprings of thy prayſe ſhall come. 
Who did lifes bleſſing give , tis ft that hee, 


bore all wocmen ſhould thrice bleſſed bee. 


E: hanedifls frutins ventru tis 


With mouth divine the Father doth proteſt, 

Hee a good word ſent from his fored breaſt , 

Ton Chrift : which Marie without carnall thought, 
From the unfathom d depth of goodnes brought, 
The word of bleſſing a fuſt cauſe affoords, 

To bee oft bleſſe d with redoubled words. 


Spiritus Sandi us ſuperveniet ia ie. 


As when ſoft weſtwinds ſtrooke the garden Roſe, 
A ſhowre of ſweeter aire ſalutes the Noſe, 

The breath gives ſparing killes, nor with powre 
Volocks the Virgin boſome of the flowre, 

Soc th? Holy Sprut upon Marie blow d, 

And from her ſacred box whole rivers flow d. 
Yer loos'd not thine etcrnall chaftiry , 


[Thy Roſes folds doe till entangled lie. 


Bcheve Chi borne from an unbruiſed wombe, 
o from vabruiſed barke the * come. 
Z 


as 
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Et virtus altiſſimi obumbrabit t ibi. 
God his great Sonne begor ere time begunne , 
Marie in time brought forth her little Sonne. 

Of double ſubſtance, one, life hee began , 

God without Mother, without Fatber Man. 

Great is this birth , and ris a ſtranger deede , 
That ſite no man, then God no wife ſhould neede. 
A ſbade delighted the child-bearing mayde , 

And God himſelfe became to her a ſhade. 

O ſtrange deſcent! who is lights author, hee 
Will ro his creature thus a ſhadow bee, . 
As unſeene light did from the Father flow, 

So did ſeenc lrght from Virgin Marie grow. 

When Moſes ſought God in a ſhade to ſee, 

The Father (hade was, Chrift the Deities. 

Lerr's ſeeke for day wee darknes, whil'ft our fight , 
In light finds darknes , and in darknes light, 
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ODE L 
On the prayſe of Poetry. 


a F 1s not a Pam ide of marble tone , 
[Though high as our ambition, 
"Tis not a tene cut out in braſſe, which can a 
Give lite to th aſhes of a man. 
Put verſes only ; they ſhall freſh appeare 
Whil'ſt there are men to read, ot heare, oF 
When tyme ſhall make the laſting brafle decay, 
And eate the Pyramide away, 
Turning that monument wherein men cruſt 
Their names, to what it keepes, poore duſt, 
Then ſhall rhe Epitaph remayne, and bee 
New graven in Etertilty. 
Peets by death ate conquered, but the wit 
Of Poets triumph over it. 
What cannot verſe ? when Thr15!an Orpheus tooke 
His Lyre, and gently on it ſtrooke, 
The learned ſtones came'danting all along, 
And kept time to the charming fong. 
With artificiall pace the Warlike Pine, 
Th? Elme, and his wife the Ivy twize, 
VVith all che bettet trees, which et had ſtood 
Vamou?d, forſooke their native wood, 
The Lawtell to the Peet hand did bow, 
Craving the hohour of his brow, 
And every loving atme embrac-d,and made 
VVith their officinus leaves 2 ſhade, 
The beaſts too tore his auditors to bae 
F4 Forgetting 


ODE, 


Forgerring their old Tyranny. 
The fearefu'l Hart next to the Lian came 
And ve was 2 the Lambe, 
Nightmgales, harmeleſſe Syrens of the ayre , 
And Muſes of the place, — there 
Who when thelr lctle windpipes they had found 
Vnequall to lo ſtrange a ſound, 
O'recome by art and griefe they did expire , 
And fell upon the conquering Lyre 
Happy, O happy they, whoſe rumbe might bee, 
Mauſolus , envied by thee | 


ODE II. 
That a pleaſqm poverty i to bes preferred before 
diſcontented ric bes. 


. 
V Hy 8 doth gaudy Tages raviſh thee , 
Though Neptune: treaſurchoute it bee ? 
Why doth Padlalus thee bewitch, 
Infected yet with Midas glorious Itch? 
1. 
Their dull and ſleepy ſtreames are nat at all 
Like other Flouds, Pocticall , 
They have no dance, noe wanton ſport , 
No gentle @urwurthe loy'd ſhore to court. 


No ſiſh inhabice the aw floud, 
Nor can it feede the neighboring wood, 
No flower or hetbe is neete ir found , 
Bur a perpetuall winter ſterves the ground, 


4. 
Give wt a river which dotb ſcorne to ſbew 
An added beauty, whole cleere brow 
May bee my looking · glaſle, to ſee 
What wy face is, and what my mind ſhould bee. 


Het 


ODE, 
aves call waves. and glide along in rake 
py And nd prartle to the (miling banke, - 
Here lad Kingfiſher: tell their ales, 
And 6h enrich the Brooke with filver icales. 
6. 
Daſyes the firſt borne of the teeming ſpring , 
On each bd ther embrodery brin 
Here Lillies waſh, and — 
And Daffadilli to ſee chemlehves 


| Here atveſh arder give) her craatecb theſe, 
Which Nat, the beſt ger ner made. 
Here I would ſet, and ing rude layes, 


Such 65 the Ae and me my ff ld pleafr. 


Thus I would waſt, G0 —— 
And Rab red breſſi v hom men 
For pious birds, (h oem. 


Te bh. Aru. 
T. dye why doe you weare 
You whoſe cheekes beſt ſcarlet are ? 
— yo you fondly pin 
Pure lianens ore your kin, 
Your skin thats whiter facre , 
Caſting a dusky cloud —_ aftacre? 


Why beares your necke a 22 ? 
Did natute make yout hayte in vayne , 
Of gold moſt pure and fine ? 
With gemmes why doe you ſhine? 
They, neighbours to your eyes, 
Shew but like Pbeſpber, — the Sans doth riſe, 


9 


3. 
1 would have all my Mien parts, 
Owe more to Nate then to Arts, 
I would not woe the dreſſe, 
Or one whole nights give leſſe 
Contentment, the day. 
Shce's fayre, whoſe beaut ie only makes her ga 


Fot tis not buildings make a Court 

Or pompe, but tis the Kings reſort ; 
It Jupiter down: powre 
Himſclſe, and in a ſhowre 
Hide ſuch brichr Maieſlie 

Lelle then a fuld ore it cannot bee. 
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ODE IV. 


| — 1 
On the uncertainty of Fortung, A tranſlation, 


1. 
Leave off unfit complaints, and clecre 
From ſighes your breſt, and from blacke clouds your brow, 
When the Sunne ſhines not with his wonted checte, 
And fortune throwes an adverle caſt for you. 
That Sea which vext with Nows is 
The merry Eaſtwinds will co morrow kiſſc. 


The Sun to day ride s droufily, 
To morrow twill put on a looke more fayrc, 
Laughter and groaning doe altcrnatly 
Rerurne, and teates ſports neereſt neighbours arc. 


0 PDE. 
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TTis by the Gods appointed ſo 
That good fate ſhould with mingled danger flow. 


3. 
VVho drave his Oxen yeſterday, 
Doth now over the Nobleſt Kamaves reigne. 
And on the Gabii ,and the Cures lay 
The yoake which from his Oxen he had tane. 
VVhom Heſperus ſaw poore and low, 
The mornings eye beholds him greateſt now. 


4. 
If Fortune knit mongſt her play 
But ſerioulneſſe; he ſhall againe goe home 
To bis old Country farme of yeſterday, 
To ſcoffing people no meane jeaſt become, 
4 And with the crowned Axc, which hee 
Had rul-d the world, goe backe and prune ſome Tree. 
Nay if he want the fuel] cold requires, 
With his one Feſces he ſhall make him foes. 


$4+c4$444455+44445+4404444? 


' ODE. v. 
In commendation of the time we live under the 
Reigne of our gracious King Chat les. 


= Veſt be that wrerch (Deaths Factor furs) who brought 
Dire Swords into the peaceful world, and tauglit 
Smiths, wao before could onely make 
The Spade, the Plowſhare, and the Rake ; 
Arts, in moſt cruell wiſe 
Maas lite Cepitomize, 


Then 


ODE; 


2. | 
Then men (fond men alas) rid poſt to th'grave, 


Then Cbaron ſweated at his trade, 

And had a bigger Ferry made, 
Then, then the filver hayre, 
Frequent before, grew rare, 


| 3 
Then revenge married to ambition, 
Begat blacke , then auarice crept on. 
Thea limits to each field were ſtrainꝰd, 
And Terminus a Galbead gain d. 
To men before was found, 
Beſides che Sea, no bound. 


4. 
— Playne or what River hath not beene 
arxes ſtory, writ in blood (ſad ſtory) ſee ne ? 
This truth too well our Exgland knowes, 
Tas civill Naughter dy d her Rt: 
Nay then her Lillie tos, 
With bloods loſſe paler grew. 


5. 


Did not juſt Charles ſilence the rage of ſtecle ? 
the to our Land bleſt peace doth bring, 
All Neighbour Countries envying. 
Happy who did remaine 
vnborue till Charks his reigne ! 


And cut thoſe threads, which yet the Fates would ſave: 


Such griefes, nay worſe than theſe, wee now ſhould feele, 


Where 
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ODE. 


6. 
ing Chimich is your paine and coſt 


dleſt 0 
— it furure Cn) dh nes 
The Iron age of old, 
Into an age of Gold. 


ODE. VI. 
Vpon the ſhortnefſe of Mans life, 


M*. that ſwift Arrow how it cuts the ayre, 
How it out-runnes thy hunting eye, 
Vſe all perſwaſions now, and try 
If thou canſt call it backe, or ſtay it there. 
| That way it went, but thou ſhalt find 
No tract of t left behind. 
Foole tis t — hog , and the ſond Archer, thou, 
the time thou'ſt ſhot away 
ll bid thee ferch but yeſterday, 
And it ſhall be too hard a taske to doe. 
Befides repentance, what canſt ind 
That it bach le ſt behind ? 
Our lifc is carried with too ſirong a tyde, 
A doubriul}cloud our ſubſtance beares, 
And is che borſe of all our yeeres. 
Each day doth on a winged wb w:ad ride. 
Vite and our Gl:ſſerun out, and wuſt 
Both tendct up our duſt, 


ODE, 
Bur his paſt life who without griefe can ſee, 
Who never thinkes hi — =—— 
But ſayes tu Fame thou art mine Het. 
That man extends lifes narurall brevitic, 
This is, this is the md 
Touslive Nea in a 


An Anſwer to an invitation to Cambridge. 


1. 


N Ichels, my better ſclfe, fardeare, 
For if thou telſt what (amtbiidge pleaſure are, 
The Scboole-boyes finne will light on me, 
I ſhallin mind at leaſt a Truant bee. 
Tellme not how you feede your minde 
With dainties of Phileſophie, 
In Ovid Nut I ſhall not hade, 
1 he taſte once pleaſed me. 
O tell me not of Logichs diverſe cheare, 
1 ſhall beginn to loath our (rambe here. 


2. 


Tell me not how the waves appeare 
Of cam, ot how it cuts the leamed Sbene, 

1 ſhall contemne the troubled Thames, 
On her chiefe Holiday, even when her ſtreames, 

Are with rich follic guilded, when 

Ihe quondam Durgboat is made gay, 

luſt like the bravetie of the men, 

And graces with freſh paint chat day. 
When th'Citie ſhines with Flazges and Pageanii there, 


And Satin Doublets, ſec ne not twice a yeete. ny 
* Jy 


aDE, 
—— —— — — 


- 5, 
| Why doe l ſtay then? I would moet 
The iy br ga er 
Write to me, and I ſhall enjoy, 
homie and wit, thy better parts. 


thy be 


